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the severest storm when tinder sail. The hopes
that our voyage was just at an end, put me into
the greatest spirits; and I went to bed with a
light heart, though the motion of the ship was
intolerable, and the tempest howled most dread-
fully without. Early in the morning I was
awakened by the firing of a gun from the quarter-
deck ; several succeeded, and on looking about, I
found your dear father had left his bed. On
hearing I was awake, he came immediately to me.
The guns had alarmed me. I knew they were
signals of distress, and began to apprehend some-
thing dreadful in our situation. With that admi-
rable composure and presence of mind for which
your excellent father is so distinguished, he endea-
voured to explain away my fears; soothed me by
a tenderness that was delightful; and spoke the
sweetest comfort, even when in immediate prospect
of the pangs of death. I grew* perfectly com-
posed, and he went again upon deck, where I
afterwards found his presence was of the utmost
consequence, in encouraging and commanding
the men, who had positively declared they would
obey no orders but Ms ; and indeed his wonderful
exertion saved the ship, and of course all the souls
on board. The bustle above increasing, I called
to our man-servant, who was waiting at my cabin
door, desiring to know what they were doing.
G Oh madam (said he), we are lost people! they